7 tie mi)jc Lament emerr mg icu? 

O, and you will haue me Hue, play hearts eafe. 

Tidier Why hearts eafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart ic felfe plaies , my hart 
is full of woe. 

.O play me fome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Minttrcls. Not a dump we, tis no .time to play now. 

You will not then? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then giue it you foundly. 

Min. What will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

I will giue you the Minftrell. 

(Min. Then will I giue you the ftruing creature. 

P^f.Then wil I fay the feruing creatures dagger on your pate^ 
I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you, ile Fa you do you noteme? 
Min. And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
z.(M. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit. 

Jwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Whyfiluer found, why muficke with her filuer found, waht 
fay you Simon Catling? 

(Mw. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Pet. Pratee,what fay you Hugh Rcbick? 

i.M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 

*Pet. Pratce to, what fay you lames found poll? 

%.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you. are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lendredrefle. 

Exit. 
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Min, Whatapeftilentknaueisthis fame? 

M.z. Hang him Iacke, comeweele inhere, tarrieforthc 
Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may truft the flattering truth offleepe. 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord, fits lightly in his thronesi 
And all this day an vnaccuflomd fpirit. 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreampt my Lady catne and found me dead. 

Strange dreames that giues a dead man lcaue to think, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft, 

When but loues fliadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona } how now Ba/thazeri 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Trier ? 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth niy Lady Iultet } that I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill, if fhee be well. 

Man. Then fbe is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in Camels monument, 

And her immortall part with Angels Hues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefen tly tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro, Is it euen fo? then I denie you fiarres. 

Thou knoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poll horfes, I will hence to night. 

Man, I doe befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Yourleokcs arc pale and wild, and doe imporc 
Some mifaduenturc. 

Re. Tuflh thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue me, and doc the thing I bid thee doe. 
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